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liked, remained impassive. But that morning even
Sister's eyes seemed brighter.

" We've had orders to evacuate to Palestine all those
who can be moved. You will each get your instruc-
tions sent you from the office later/'

After tea I walked unaided on to the shallow
verandah outside for the first time, and sat blinking
weakly in the sunshine. I felt sick and wambly; and a
few minutes later I teetered in again to find an official
slip on my bed.

" What does yours say ? " Ned asked.

"I'm to be at the hospital gate at 13.10 hours to-
morrow and I'm to report eventually to the Officers'
Convalescent Home at Jaffa."

"Muck that for a start. I've got to be at the gate
at ii.20 hours, and I'm bound for the Convalescent
Home in Sinai."

"We must get that altered right away."

"Which shall we go to?"

" Heads Jaffa, tails Sinai."

"I think Jaffa sounds better. It's near Tel Aviv,
and there's sure to be a good bar there. I'll go to the
office and get my slip altered."

When he came back an hour later, his face was dark
with rage, and at first I could get no sense out of him.
" The bloody sod," he kept saying, " the bloody sod."

Later I gathered the story. After he had waited for
nearly an hour outside, Ned was shown into the office.

"Good afternoon, sir/'

"Don't you stand to attention when addressing a
Senior Officer? "

"I thought ..."

" Never mind what you thought. What have you
got to say?"